48            THE TALE OF  BEOWULF

The bone-lockers bursted.    To Beowulf now
Was   the   battle-fame   given;    should   Grendel

thenceforth                                              819

Flee life-sick awayward and under the fen-bents
Seek his unmerry stead : now wist he more surely
That ended his life was, and gone over for ever,
His day-tale told out.   But was for all Dane-folk
After that slaughter-race all their will done.
Then had he cleans'd for them, he the far-comer,
Wise and stout-hearted, the high hall of Hrothgar,
And sav'd it from war.    So the night-work he

joy'd in
And his doughty deed done.   Yea, but he for the

East-Danes
That lord of the Geat-folk his boast's end had

gotten,

Withal their woes bygone all had he booted,    830
And the sorrow hate-fashion'd that afore they had

dreed,
And the hard need and bitter that erst they must

bear,

The sorrow unlittle.    Sithence was clear token
When the deer of the battle laid down there the

hand

The arm and the shoulder, and all there together
Of the grip of that Grendel 'neath the great roof

upbuilded.